SPEAKER CANNON AND TOM QUARTZ

very fluffy. He spied Mr. Cannon going down
the stairs, jumped to the conclusion that he was
a playmate escaping, and raced after him, sud-
denly grasping him by the leg the way he does
Archie and Quentin when they play hide and seek
with him; then loosening his hold he tore down-
stairs ahead of Mr. Cannon, who eyed him with
iron calm and not one particle of surprise.

Ethel has reluctantly gone back to boarding-
school. It is just after lunch and Dulany is cut-
ting my hair while I dictate this to Mr. Loeb. I
left Mother lying on the sofa and reading aloud
to Quentin, who as usual has hung himself over
the back of the sofa in what I should personally
regard as an exceedingly uncomfortable attitude
to listen to literature. Archie we shall not see
until this evening, when he will suddenly chal-
lenge me either to a race or a bear play, and if
neither invitation is accepted will then propose
that I tell a pig story or else read aloud from the
Norse folk tales.